CHAPTER    TWENTY. TWO
* "For months ahead, I had been dreaming of my
Christmas present. I had decided exactly what I
would do with it. I would keep the orange and the
sweets under my jersey, he'd up by my belt, and I
would make them last as long as they possibly could*
* "First I was going to eat a little of the orange peel.
That would last for several days. Then I should eat
the orange itself, - one section at a time. I knew that
there were eight sections to each orange so that alto-
gether I should be able to spread the orange out over
a fortnight.
* "After that I should begin on the sweets* I
decided that I should have one sweet a day, sucking
a little of it in the morning, a little in the afternoon
and the last bit at night I should never allow myself
to crunch it up, because that would have been gross
extravagance. Perhaps I might crunch the very last
one, I hadn't decided that. * .
* "But I never had any sweets or any oranges. On
the day before Christmas I was so excited that I for-
got to make my bed. I was in disgrace. When all
the other boys went up to get their presents, I stayed
behind. Most of the other bojrs thought it was
rather funny-1 suppose it was, in a way* But two
of them knew the tragedy I was going through.
T^hey gave me a sweet each* I made those two sweets
last a fortnight*"'
I wish that I might have been there to give Charlie
Chaplin a whole barrel of sweets and oranges.
Many have written of the sadness of Charlie
Chaplin. To me, at first, he seemed more than
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